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Sharp darts of dappled sound to cleave the ear.
Some strut, and laughing madly, stridently.
These crack their wind-swift fingers, or like ants
Waving antennae, struggle bravely on
Beneath their heavy burdens, one or two
Twinkle, then flutter off like hueless leaves,
Or dart and flash like wagtails on a pool,
Some fired with sulphurous glow, and some askew
Sway perilously, like a drunkard's hat.
But what are these with puckered, pointed ears
That flit among the crowds like strips of tape?
They seem to stumble into tragedies.
c Oh, we shall twine you merry wreaths,' they say,
c Gay wreaths, festoons of entrails for your brow!'
Their eyes like little glasses of liqueur
Glitter and frighten me: within, without
Words with hot breath hiss subtly venomous,
A million droning insects in my ears,
A million mottled thrushes in my mind.